flung carelessly together, old newspapers, wrapping paper, twine. With one shoe I kicked back a soft cloud of material. I saw what seemed to be a book. I picked it up. It was bound like an arithmetic book, with one cover off. The book was " Little Women."
I sat in the dim light of the rag shop and read the browned pages of that ragged copy of " Little Women."
Since then I have read profound and beautiful books which have inspired and stirred me. But no book I have opened has meant as much to me as did that small volume telling in simple words such as I myself spoke, the story of an American childhood in New England.
I had found a new literature, the literature of childhood.fied by his invitation I
